LIFFEY  BRIDGE

I GAZED along the waters at the West,

Watching the low sky colour into flame.

Until each narrowing steeple I could name

Grew dark as the far vapours, and my breast

With silence like a sorrow was possessed.

And men as moving shadows went and came.

The smoke that stained the sunset seemed like shame,

Or lust, or some great evil unexpressed.

Then with a longing for the taintless air,

I called that desolation back again,

Which reigned when Liffey's widening banks were

bare;

Before Ben Edair gazed upon the Dane,
Before the Hurdle Ford, and long before
Finn drowned the young men by its meadowy shore.